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Freely and expressively

 

such de light As pris oned- birds must find in free dom,- Wing ing-
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wild ly- ac ross- the white Orch ards and dark green fields; On
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On and out of sight. Ever
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y- one's- voice was sudd en- ly- lift ed;-
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And beau ty- came like the set ting- sun; My
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heart was shak enwith
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tears; And
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horr or- Drift ed- a way- O,
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but Ever y- -
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one Was a bird; And
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the song was word -
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less; the
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sing ing- will ne ver be done.

47

44

64 44

44

&
#

-
-

Siegfried Sassoon

Everyone Sang

Anne Gregson

&
#

&
#

&
#

&
#

&
#

&
#

&
# ,

˙ œ œ œ œ ˙ ˙ ˙ œ œ ˙ Œ
œ œ œ ˙ ˙

˙ œ œ ˙ ™ Œ ˙ œ œ œ œ ˙ ˙ ˙ ˙ ˙ ˙ œ œ

˙ œ œ ˙ ˙ ˙ œ œ œ œ œ œ ˙ ˙ w
˙ œ œ

œ œ œ œ ˙ ˙ w
˙ œ œ ˙ ˙ ˙ œ œ ˙# ˙

Œ
œ œ œ ˙ œ œ ˙ œ œ ˙ ™ œ ˙ ˙ ˙ ™ œ ˙

˙ ™ Œ Œ
œ œ œ ˙ œ œ ˙ œ œ ˙ ™ Œ ˙ ™ œ ˙ ™ œ

˙ œ œ ˙ œ œ w Ó œ œ ˙ ˙ w

˙ ™ œ ˙ œ œ ˙ ™ œ œ œ œ œ ˙ ˙ w


